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One hour in every hundred hours
I sing of childhood, birds and flowers;
Who reads my character in song
Will not see much in me that's wrong.
But in my ninety hours and nine
I would not tell what thoughts are mine;
They're not so pure as find their words
In songs of childhood, flowers and birds."
G.B.S. was amused. "Most poets and writers," he said, "prefer to
show the ninety-nine hours nowadays and are ashamed of childhood,
birds and flowers. When I was on the Stage Society, James Joyce sent
in his plays and he always felt that they were not complete without a
really good obscene act. That kind of thing bores me to tears. There are
certain authors who have somehow been associated with obscenity;
Oscar Wilde, for example. In all the years I knew him, I never heard him
swear or say anything obscene. His wit was always a model of good
taste. I always thought mine was, till the censor taught me otherwise.
The poor old censor was shocked at the way I made a horse-thief talk,
so unrefined. And yet the horse-thief came nearer to God than the
Almighty censor I"
"One of the most refined men I knew was the nephew of Sibelius
who settled here in the Tolstoy colony. He was also a friend of Carpenter's
and the Garnetts among many others. He said that the test of a man's;
character was best judged from his talk about women in private con- -
versation."
"I don't think so. If one did that there would never be any movements
for world betterment, in the same way that you judge an artist's work by
his talk and not his achievement."
"I don't think any artist can hide his personality. If he thinks meanly
of women it will come through in his work. Look how the Italians
deified their mistresses and made them immortal as Madonnas."
"So you think," he, chuckled, "that those good people who write
pornographic^plays or paint suggestive nudes do not lead respectable
suburban lives! The distinction they covet most is to be appointed to the
Watch Committee."
I brought out an old copy of a newspaper and read:
** 'Madame Grondhal is in round numbers, forty; that is, she is in